Gustave Flaubert Letters

us stay here. Am I not well? If I can't go to Paris next
month, won't you come to see me here? Certainly, it is an
eight hours' journey. You can not see this ancient nook.
You owe me a week, or I shall believe that I love a big- ingrate
who does not pay me back.

Poor Sainte-Beuve! More unhappy than we, he who has
never had any great disappointments and who has no longer
any material worries. He bewails what is the least regrettable
and the least serious in life understood as he understood it!
And then very proud, having been a Jansenist, his heart has
cooled in that direction. Perhaps the intelligence was de-
veloped, but that does not suffice to make us live, and does not
teach us how to die. Barbes, who has expected for a long time
that a stroke would carry him off, is gentle and smiling. It
does not seem to him, and it does not seem to his friends, that
death will separate him from us. He who quite goes away, is
he who believes he ends and does not extend a hand so that
anyone can follow him or rejoin him.

And good-night, dear friend of rny heart. They are ringing
for the performance. Maurice regales us this evening with
marionettes. They are very amusing, and the theatre is so
pretty! A real artist's jewel. Why aren't you here? It is
horrid not to live next door to those one loves.

XLVII.    To GEOEGE SAND

Wednesday

I received yesterday your son's book. I shall start it when
I have gotten rid of less amusing readings, probably. Mean-
while, don't thank him any the less, dear master.

First, let's talk of you; "arsenic." I am sure of it! You
must drink iron, walk, and sleep, and go to the south, no matter
what it costs, there! Otherwise the wooden woman will break
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